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HARDWARE AND TINWA

We are stil Headquarters for all kinds of Hardware,
Stoves, Tinware, Queensware, Glassware, Carpenters
Tools, Cutlery, Sewing Machine Supplies, ka}ls, and
will sell Goods as Cheap as any House in Chariton
County can or Dare sell them.

‘Wehave a few Shot Guns still on hand, both breech
and muzzle loading, which we will sell way below
their value in order to dispose of them. They are

first-class in every particular, and you can secure
bargains by calling early, as they must be sold.

OVES:QUEENSWARE

We manufacture all of our Tinware, using nothing
but the best material, and guarantee it far superior,
in every respect, to goods manufactured in the East.

Repairing of all kinds neatly executed, prompt and
Cheap. Give us a Call and we will trade with you.
Yours, Respectfully,

WHITEMAN and VAUGHAN,

Keytesville, Missouri.

JUDGE LYN:H IN COORT.

It was astrange scene.  The skill-
ed hand of wnature never placed
among the wild beauties of the far
West a more lovely spot than the lit-
tle nook in the Dlack Range of New
Mexico. A small basin amud the
towering peaks, carpeted with green,
luxuriant grass, studded with the
most beautiful fowers: on every
hand, like an irregular, broken wall,
the rock-ribhed mountains shat in
the lovely spot, as though ‘twere an
Eden which must be guarded from
the foot of man forever. To the
northward, a cascade came leaping
down the rocky sides of the moun-
tain from shelf to shelf like a great
ribbon of molten silver, throwing out
its erystal spray n the glad sunlight
until the air seemed filled with a
shower ofdiamonds. After reaching
the level the waters formed a little
brook that cut the mountain meadow
in twain ; a sparkling, purling brook
that, in its onwsrd flow, filled the air
with musical, dreamy melody.

About midway of the meadow a
strange scene met my eye as I rode
out of a gulch in my search of the
murderous Victorio, the Apache
Chief, and his painted band of de-
mons. A group of cight frontier-
men lolled about on the grass in pic-
turesque attitudes, their rifles by
their sides and their horses picketed
near by, feeding upon the succulent
grass. 'The annimals were sweat-
marked, and showed evidence of
having been ridden hard When I
rode up to the party I was warmly
welcomed, for they were all frontier
friends with whom I had for years
faced the constant dangers of border
life. The presence of this band of
hearty pioneers in that lonely spot
and the fatigued condition of the
horses told me that the occasion was
not an ordinary one, and, in response
to my inquiry as to the cause of the
gathering, one of the boys pointed
to figure lying on the ground a few
feetdistant.

The figure was that of a handsome
youth, bound hand and foot with
buckskin throngs. He was appar-
ently not over 18 years of age, with
a frank, open countenance, bronzed
by exposure to the sun and wind.
His light-brown curly baiwr, tangled
from inatteéntioan, fell in pictaresque
confusion over his youthful shoul-
ders, and a pair of eyes of the soft-
est blue looked up at me in a half-
pleading,balf-defiant manner when 1
stepped up to where he lay. The
truth had burst upon me in a mo-
ment. He had committed some crime
and was about to be called uwpon to
answer for his misdeed at the dread
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. bovs?'* T asked.
Ty “‘Shot Dandy Frank, the gambler,
. at Chloride last might. Come up to
4 : . : *im in = saloon an’ pulled a gun ’an

Where we are RBCEiVing and opangng\ up 2 downed "1m without a word, an’ then
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hoss and get inter the hills. We jest
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overtuk the little cuss, 'yar about

half an hour ago, an” was’ debatin’
whether togive 'im a trial "yar or
take ’im back ’an let the boys in
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Bill wants to take ’im back, but the
rest of us think it'd save trouble to
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A Stock to Select From Unexcelled in

- North Missouri!

an’ out o’ deference to the ol’ man’s
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torun ’im back to Chloride an’ let
Cordially inviting all to call

the boys all take a hand in the fun-
eral festivities.”’
and see us, we are,
RESPEC TP‘ULLY.

Apache Bill, so called on aecount

of his hatred of the red deviis and
B’.EYTESV]I.LE. MO.

his constant warfare upon them, was
a noble specimen of rough manhood.

He stood about six feet high, was
strongly built, and in his pictures-
que suit of bunckskin presented
a pleasing and sticring picture.
There was always a pleasant, mild
expression on his face, except at
such times as his eye fell upon an In-
dian form, and then his own troe pa-
ture seemed to be dethroned and
supplanted by the spirit of an eveng

ing demon. The course of this
deadly batred for the Indian race no
one knew, but it was generally sur-
mised that Bill had s history. He
first appeared in the vicinity daring
the summer of '77, and had bLeen of
valuable service to the trappers and
the settlers in the capacity of a scout.
He was always rasticent regarding
his early history, and while there
wasn’t & man in the range who was
not proud of his friendship, all look-
ed upon bhim with feelings of awe,
and regarded him as s man of myste-
ry.

After the speaker referred to
had thuos brifly outlined the case, Bill
rose up on his elbows and said :

‘‘Boys, you musn’t think I'm ob-
stinate or mulish for opposin you and
wantin’ to take the boy back, for I
can’t help it. Somehow I feel that
the youngster hadn’'t ought to be
hung, an’ I can’t shake off that feel-

Bible saya that inasmuch as he done
it unto one of the boys we'd orter do
¥ unto him. An cye fur an eye an’
a tooth fur a tooth, an” whomsoever
sbeds a man’s blood, by man he'd
orter be most beautifully swang up.
Thar ain’t mach law in these moun-
tains, but we've gotthe Scriptur’
a-backin’ us, an’ I think we’d orter
to go accordin’ to the Bible teachin's.
What do you think o’ the matter,
Jack?”

The boy looked up at me with
those large, blue, pleading eyes, and
in spite of the fact that his hands
were stained with the lifeblood of
anothgrymy whole heart was out to
him.

“*Boys,”” 1 said, “‘I don’t beleve
that boy is guilty of willful murder.
That handsome face is not the face
of one who would scheme to take the
life of another. Have you qaestion-
ed him any ?"*

“*No; he hasn't opened his mouth
since we run "1m down.”’

““Then I say, give him a chance to
talk. Cut those throngs and let him
get up to his feet and tell his story,
and not lie there like a hog awaiting
the butcher’s knife. If he is guiity
he can never escape you, and 1t is
brutal to tie a boy like that down
hke a wild beast. Shall I let lim
up **

There were no opposing voice,
and, drawing my hunting knife from
my belt, I bent over him and cut the
thongs and assisted him to his feet.
Till my dying day I uever will for-
get the look of gratitude which he
gave me, or the low trembling
**Thank you’’ which reached my ears
from his pale lips.”

““Now, my boy,"” I said, ‘‘speak
right out and tell us your story.
Don’t be afraid, but speak up like a
man. If you sare guilty your talk
can make your case no worse, and if
you are innocent I can assure you
that right in this band of rcugh men
you will find warm and true friends,
who will protect you with their very
lives. Did you kill Dandy Frank?"
““Yes, sir; I did, and,”” raising his
eyes to heaven, while an almost un-
earthly expression came over his
handsome face. ‘I thank the good
Lord from above from the very bot-
tom of my heart for giving me the
opportunity.”’

His clear girlish voice thrilled ev-
ery breast, aqﬂ his brave, fearless
attitude, as he stood with his face
upturned to heaven, awoke within

us feelings of undisgmsed admura-

tion. A more tragie or striking pic-

ture was never before presented to

the eye of man. There was silence

of a few woments as we gazed in

wonder upon his small defiant form,

and then I asked:

‘*And why did you shoot Im?"

‘‘Becanse be was a villan—the

damnable, accursed destroyer of my

once happy family. Men, I will tell

you the story, but I have no hope

that it will deter you from carrying

out your avowed intention of taking

my life. After hearing me I beg of

you to hang me at once and not pro-

long my torture by taking me back to

Chlorde. 1 bave accomplished the

aim of my life and almost long to be

at rest in my grave.”’

‘“About ten years ago, when I was

child of but 8 years of age, my dear
father and mother were living ina

humble home in an Eastern state, I

was their only child, and upon me

they lavished all the love of which

they were capable. My father was
engaged in a small business which
amply supported his family, but re-
verses came, and in the pressure of
hard times, and through father in-
dorsing a note for a supposed friend,
we lost everything. At that time the
most startling stories of the great
wealth of gold and silver lying buri-
ed in these mountains reached our
ears, and one morning father kissed
us good-by, and almost before we
could reaiize the fact he had gone
westward to retrieve his lost for-
tunes.

“I had a cousin, ahandsome, good
natared fellow, whom I learned to
love as a brother. My mother was
2 young and rarely beautiful woman,
and after {father’s departure my
cousin became a daily visitor at our
aouse. In my youthful innocence I
thought nothing of this, and things
seemed to run along smoothly for a
year. We had frequent letters from
father, in which he said he was work-
ing in a mwme for good wages and
hoped soon to be able to send for us.
He sent us money sufficient to hve
on, and his letters, breathed a spir-
it of the strongest affection, which
made us very happy.”

“One day the body of mother was
found drowned in a stream near our
house and upon the bank was a
package addressed to me, with writ-
ten instructions upon the envelop
that it was not to be opened until I

was 16 years of age.

away to a distant city to school,
bearing 1wy mother’s last gift, the

‘“After the fumeral I was sent

in’. I tell you boys, when I look at
that almost girhish face an’ them hon-
est eyes, somethin’ tells me that w'ed
order togo lltightvilow " :

¢“But lookee here, M"ﬂlﬂ one

precious packet with me. My grief
wore off as much as grief for the loss
of an angel mother can. and I devo-
ted myself to my studies with a de-
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caused me to be sent to the school,
and that he was bearing the expen-
ses of my education. I never agamn
heard of my father, and [ always
mourned for him as dead."’

The peor boy huried his face in his
hands and sobbed with emotion. while
every one in the rongh band leaned
toward him and listeded with breath-
less interest. In a moment he con-
tinued : ;

“Time rolled on and I grew up
until T was almost a woman’—

“*A woman!"*

The men sprang to their feet and
gazed upon the youthful form in as-
tonishment.

“Awoman!"

‘“Yes, men, there isno use for
longer hiding 1t—I am a woman.
Ouoe day my cousin called at the
academy, and I received him with
love and gratitude, for I had heen
taught to regard him as my benefac-
tor. After a talk of an hour he ask-
ed me to takea walk in the grounds,
and when at distance from the acad-
emy he assailed my ears with a story
of love, concluding with a vile and in-
famous proposal. T drove him from
me with scorn, and all my former
love for um turned to bitter hatred.

““A few days later, on my birth-
day. I opemed my trunk sod took
therefrom my mother’s last message,
and after kissing it fondly, broke the
seal. Oh, God! why did I ever read
it!*”

Agsin she broke down and wept
bitterly, but soon coutrolled her grief
and continued:

““The letter was a short one, and
told me that my own mother, the
blessed angel who gave me life, had
fallen a vietim to the seductive wiles
of my accursed cousin, and was no
longer fit to ive. She bade me when
I had read the letter, seek for my
father in the West and tell him the
sad story, and implore him to for-
give her and not curse her memory.
““Then I got down on my knees
beside my Led and asked God to reg-
ister an oath in heaven that if I ever
again met the destroyer of my angel
mother I would kill him as I would a
snake. I left the academy that day
and sought employment as a masic
teacher to private pupils. I suc-
ceeded in securing a large class,
and for a whole year I totled and
saved my earnings until I had accu-
mulated a handsome sum. Then I
started for the mining camp in Col-
orado, where¢ my father was last
heard from, but upon my arrival I
learned to my dismay that he wentto
New Muxico several years before. I
returned to Denver, and, while lay-
ing my future plans, conceived the
idea of avoiding insult by dressing in
boys’ clothes. 1 secured a suit at a
second-hand dealer’s and the next
day was en route to Santa Fe, in al-
most hopeless search of my loved
father.

““At Santa Fe I secuseT trace of

him, and soon learned that he had
once been in that town, but had gone
further south For almost a year I
bave wandered about from one min-
ing camp to znother, and on yester-
day’s stage I reached Chloride. Dur-
ing the evening I was strolling about
peeping in the windows of saloons
bhoping to catch his familiar face,
and in one of these houses I saw that
accursed destroyer of my sainted
mother standing at the bar, The
fierceness of a tiger scemeed to fill
my soul, and I rushed toneighboring
store and purchased a revolver and
had 1t filled with cartridges. Re-
turning, I again peered in the win-
dow and saw him still standing there
and in an other moment I rushed in
and shot him dead. I then ran out
and seeing a hores standing 1n front
of the saloon, I sprang upon his
back, hoping to escape.

““Men, this is my story. The man
I killed, and whom you call Dandy
Frank, was my cousin, Frank Mar-
tin, and—"'

“Frank Martin!”

Apache Bill sprang to his feetaad
stood tremling in every limb. His
face turned deathly pale, and in a
horse,shaky voice, he asked :

¢Gal, w'at's your name?"’

“My name is Cora Martin, the
same name my poor mother bore.'”
With a glad yell that resounded in
strange echoes throngh the adjoining
gulches Bill sprank forward and
clasped the boyish figure in his bos-
om, and for a few momeets all we
could hear was:

**My dsughter!
ling danghter!”’

‘Oh, papa, papu, papa!”

The culprit was taken back to
Caloride and, after the story was
told,instead of a lynching bee the re-
united faiher and daughter were
tendered the most rousing reception
the country had ever known.

Bill had heard of the suicide of
his wife, but through the machina-
tionsof the treacherous cousin his
daughter’'s whereabouts were hidden
from him, and he had long mourned
her a3 dead. He engaged in Indian
warfare to endeavor to drown Ius
troubles in excitement, snd his sup-
posed hatred for Indians was bat a

My loog lost dar-

reckless disregard for danger and a| T
mummmnﬁ.
stirring scenes. | The

merchant in a New Mexico town,and
Cora is the respected and honored
wife of a prominent catile King of
Texas. The scene depicted abave
is & true one, and I have given it ax
correctly as I could digit up from
the recesses of my memory.—New
York [elegram.

A True Story About An Indian.

More than fifty years ago, in the
forest of the northern part of New
York, there lived a farmer and his
wife, and one son eight or ten years
old. The Lttle boy, Charlie, was
obliged to walk two milesthrough-the
woods to attend the village school.
In the cold winter season it was often
very difficult for the httle fellow to
plow through the snow,

The day our story has to do with
was Christmas-day, and Charlie start-
ed off in the morning with a ligh
heart to spend the day with grandma
in the village. In a few hours a heavy
snow-storm came up, snd continued
long into the mght. The mother be-
came anxious, as her boy did not re-
turn at the appointed ume. Stand-
ing by the kitchen window, she si-
lently watched the bend in the road
till the shadows of twilight were be-
ginning to appear, Then she sud-
denly aroused to the danger of her
boy. She smd, ‘‘Father, Charlie has
not returned. Dou’t you think thut
you had Dbetter go for him?'*
“O! he 1s all right,”” said the easy-
going father, *‘I would trust that boy
anywhere.”’” The mother still stood
by the window, but her eyes were
blinded with tears. In those days
it was not at all uncommon for the
Indian women to drop in and warm
by the large, open fire, sometimes
saying a few words, but more often
going off unnoticed.

This afternoon there was a young
Indisn woman crouching in the cor-
ner warming her hands. No one
knew she had entered. Hearing the
words of the anxious mother, that
the boy was out in the storm, she
noiselessly siipped from the room
and hastened down the road, runm-
ning from side to side and muttering
to berself. At length, with a wild
cry of joy, she fell on her knees and
began digging in the snow. She
gently lifted the senseless form of
the poor child, and claping him to
her bosom, she wrapped her old
shawl around him, and with a bound
she started through the woods, and
did not stop till she placed her heavy
burden in lus weeping mother’s arms
It was now quite dark, and the father
and many others were out with lant-
erns, looking for the lost child.
After much rubbing, the mother
and kind friends saw Charlie as well
as ever, but the Indian woman who
had saved his life had quietly gone
without a word of thanks. But she
was only an Indian woman, and not
worth while to waste gratitude.
Years after, when Charlic was a
man, he thought of the woman to
whom he owed his life. He returned
to his old home and made a search
for ber. He found her, and the
wish of her heart was that her own
little son might be educated. The
boy was sent to school and clothed
for years by the grateful Charlie.
This story was told me by Charlie
himself after he became a distin-
guished judge on the supreme bench.
He was all his life a warm friend to
the Indian,and while on & visit to the
West a few years ago, crowds of In-
dians came out to do hi nor, and
gave him a war-dance in front of the
hotel, as the only way in their power
to show their high esteem for their
distinguished guest.—-A. S. C.

Eewarp HzaTox, a railroad brake-
man, was crushed belween an engine
tender and a freight car in 8t. Joe,
Mo., last Friday.

“Cax you tell me how the word
saloon is spelt?”’ was asked of a
cockney. ‘‘Certainly,”” said a Lon-
doner, with a look of triumph.
**There’s & hess, s hay, and a hell,
and two hoes, and a hen.”’

A virrie boy went into the parlor
where bhis sister was being courted
and said: ‘‘Brother Tom told me
to ask you what was the date of your
last bustle, for he can’t find to-day’s
paper high nor low, and he left it in
your room just before supper.’’

‘I SUPPOSE you expect a parting
word from me. One of the most
beautiful sights on earth is that of a
young mother leading a little child.
Gentlemen, marry early; caltivate
flowers ; occupy your minds with the
delightful things of earth, and leave
no time to theseductivenessof vice.””
~The late Prof. Gross to his med-
ical students.

——

Tae president of the United States
never attended college. The presi-
dent pro tem. of the senate received
& common school education in’ Ohio.

I‘hemd umhum:

MISCELLANEQUS.

The most renumerative profesor-
ehip in the world is that of Profes-
sor Turner, the distinguished anato-
mist of Edinburgh, which yiclde him
$20,000 3 year.

Reports from school superinten-
dents throughont Virgimia show a
marked advancement in the number
of schools in 1885 over 1884,

Hungary, with over 2,200,000
children of school-age, reports near-
ly 1,700,000, or 77 per cent, attend-
ing school.

Geography is not considered of
~uflicient importance by educators
in Sweden to have it taught in the
schools.

The amount annually paid to the
teachers ot the United States is§30,-
000,000, an average of about $400
apiece.

Edward A. Freeman, the historian,
has been appointed professor of
modern history at the Oxford uni-
versity.

Notwithstanding free schools and
laws for cumpulsory cduacation, the
startling fact remains that there are
2,800,000 voters in the United States
who cannot read their own ballots,

““There is a sky full of robins to
one owl. To one mule of rapids,
where the river rises, it has bun-
dreds of smooth, glassy water, where
water-lillies are anchored. O, it is
a splendid world I”’—Talmage.

“I have a good deal of respect for
the old woman whe, in the time of
war, started out with & poker when
the enemy was approaching. She
was asked what she could do with
that, and replied: ‘I canshow them
which side I am on.’ ""—Moody.

The salary of the French presi-
dent is $120,000 a year, with an ad-
ditional §60,000 for household ex-
penses, making a total of $180,000.
M. Grevy, who has just been re-
elected for a term of seven years,
is now seventy-two yesars old.

A young man named Marshall and
a young lady named Risen, of Daw-
son, Pa., were drowned while skat-
ing.
Philip Gillaspie was arrested last
Friday at Millersbnrg, Mo., on a
charge of having burglanzed the
postoffice at that place last July.
Tke Boyd House, one of the old
landmarks ot Louisiana, Mo., was
burned last Thursday.
Mre. Minnie Kittridge who died at
Indianapolis, on January 4, and con-
cerning whose death there was some
suspicion of poisoning, the body was
exhumed, and an examination re-
vealed morphine poisoning. Her
husband says he was in Chicago st
the time of his wife's death. Much
mystery surrounds the case, and an
effort will be made to clear it away.
Simon Cameron was elected four
times and Don Cameron three times
to the senate.
According to the Albany Jouraal,
no prohibitory legislation wall find
favor in the New York legislature
this year.
A Washington correspondent says
members of congress are no longer
influenced by speech-making. Prob-
ably all the oratory is expended for
the benefit of the country.
Minister Pendieton is keeping
bouse in Berlin and Mrs. Pendleton
bas introduced five o'clock teas.
Thus does our Democratic
service diffuse American idens.
Congressman Pulitzer writes to his
paper the prediction that ‘‘no lead-
ing recommendation msade by the
president will be adopted by con-
gress, and that such legislution as
he might oppose is likely to find fa-
vor with the house."
Each congressman will this year
get 6,500 packages of vegetable
packages

of fower
speeds, in addition to field seeds,
wheat, corn,oats and other grsins.
After their seed-time the congress-
men expect to reap & large crop of
mnmlmhonsandre—deeﬁom next
autumn. '

Ex-Senator Thurmsn, of Ohiwo, in
a recent letter to his intimate friend,
O. B. Ficklin, of mm-.m..
says: ‘‘You will never be j

by seeing me enter public life agsin.
I am now on the retired list, .with
my own full consent, and withno in-
clination whatever for active life,
except as a private.”

In the fall of 1880 James A. Gar-

- ﬂ » > - r B g —
to serve a full term t0 which: *“
had been elected. ',‘:gﬁ_‘
It is likely that a mint lrﬂllli ﬁ-
tablished at St. Louis. |




